The Gift °*e 


A first for me, recently a friend and I visited a local Buddhist Temple with some 
of her friends who worship there. Three-day celebrations were afoot honoring aged 
people 50 and older. Unlike American society, which views senior citizens with 
disrespect and contempt, many foreign traditions treat their elderly with honor by 
celebrating rituals spanning from many thousands of years ago. During the ceremony, 
shrine maidens distributed a small gift to each senior with special honors for those 60 and 
older. Though not a Buddhist, out of respect I politely accepted a present at my turn. 

The ceremony was very moving with an almost holy regard for the aged. My companion, 
with her friends, was in another part of the house of worship. Buddhist monks conducted 
the entire ceremony in Vietnamese language, which I cannot understand. Fortunately, a 
helpful, bilingual woman sitting next to me, whom I met before the service, explained the 
meaning of each rite. At ceremony close, I presented the gift to her explaining, “your 
faith is noble but it is not mine. I cannot keep this generosity so out of respect I honor the 
Temple by giving it to you.” Though the gesture mystified her, she smiled in graciously 
acceptance then we parted ways. Unbeknownst to me, my companion observed this from 
afar. Free supper came with the festival. Later, while eating, she protested my behavior 
by saying, “the Temple awarded that to you. Why pass it on to a stranger?” I answered, 
“Honor is never within an object but in what lies behind it. I am a non-Buddhist visitor; 
who out of respect accepted a symbolic object in a gift-wrapped box, then returned it to a 
member of your religion. The priceless blessing remains part of me forevermore; it can 
never be taken or given away — ever. In return, I respectfully reciprocated to the Temple 
a part of me, which eternally remains here. Someday you will understand — the 
meaningless box is only a symbol of ceremony, nothing more.” As we finished dinner, 
her puzzled glances towards me eventually softened into grasping an abstract meaning 
behind the act; she said nothing more about it. All, which arises and passes, always brings 
forth something else in a never-ending, perpetual process that never stops playing a part 
of being the whole. In every encounter, all life forms communally exchange a part of 
their true self to another which can never leave or die; ‘I am you and you are I,’ which 
becomes an everlasting element of each one’s spiritual signature. Most people miss this 
meaning in exchange for an insignificant box of vanishing illusions. 


I gave away a meaningless box but kept what was important - the Temple blessing. 


THE GIFT 3rd draft 


A first for me, recently a lady friend and I visited a local Buddhist Temple with some of 
her friends. Three-day celebrations were afoot honoring the aged people 50 and older. 
Unlike American society, which view senior citizens with disrespect and contempt, many 
foreign traditions treat their aged with honorable respect by celebrating rituals spanning 


from many thousands of years ago. During the ceremony, temple maids distributed a 
small gift to each senior with special honors for those 60 and above. Though not of 
Buddhist faith, out of respect I graciously accepted the temple gift at my turn. The 
ceremony was very moving with an almost holy regard for the aged. Lady friend was in 
another part of the Temple with her friends. However a kind, bilingual woman who I met 
before the service sat next to me and explained each aspect of the protocol conducted 
completely in Viet Namese language that I do not know. She helped me greatly to 
understand fully the meaning behind each ritual. At ceremony close, I gave her the gift 
with the following explanation: “your faith is noble but it is not mine. I cannot accept 
this gift and out of respect, honor the Temple in giving it to you.” She seemed a little 
mystified at the gesture to graciously accept it, and then we parted ways. Unbeknownst 
to me, lady friend observed this from afar. Later while eating, free dinner came as part of 
the celebration, she protested my behavior in giving away the gift by saying, ‘the temple 
presented you that gift. Why did you give it away?” I answered, “I gave away a 
meaningless gift-wrapped box but kept the most important part - the temple blessing. A 
true gift is never in an object but what lies behind it. I am a visitor. Your faith is noble 
but it is not mine. Out of respect, I accepted it then gave away a meaningless gift- 
wrapped box to a member of your belief. The priceless and true present remains part of 
me forever; never can it be given away, lost or corrupted. Reciprocally, I exchanged a 
part of me to the temple that remains there forever. Someday you will understand the gift 
box was only a symbol of ceremony.” As we finished dinner, her puzzled glances at me 
eventually softened into grasping abstract meaning of the gesture to say nothing more 
about it. In every encounter, all beings communally exchange a part of one’s true self 
with one another; ‘I am you and you are I,’ which becomes a permanent, everlasting 
element of each one’s soul signature. Most people miss this significance to accept a box 
of vanishing illusion. 


THE GIFT 2nd draft 


a first for me, recently a lady friend and I visited a Buddhist Temple with some of her 
friends. Three-day celebrations were afoot honoring the aged: people 50 and older. 
Unlike American culture that views seniors with disrespect and contempt, some traditions 
regard them with honor and respect by celebrating rituals from many thousands of years 
ago. During the ceremony, temple maids distributed a small gift to each senior with 
special honors for those 60 and above. Though not of Buddhist faith, out of respect I 
graciously accepted the temple gift at my turn. The ceremony was very moving with an 
almost holy regard for the aged. A kind woman I met before the service sat next to me 
and explained each aspect of the procession that was spoken completely in Viet Namese 
language that I do not know, which helped me to understand more fully the meaning 
behind each ritual. Lady friend was in another part of the Temple with her friends. At 
ceremony close, I gave her the gift with the following explanation: “your faith is noble 
but it is not mine. I cannot accept this gift and out of respect, honor the Temple in giving 
it to you.” She seemed a little puzzled in accepting it, and then we parted ways. Lady 
friend observed this from afar unbeknownst to me. Later while eating, free dinner came 
as part of the celebration, she protested my behavior of giving away the gift in saying, 


‘the temple gave you that gift as a blessing. Why did you give it away?” I answered, “ I 
gave away a meaningless gift-wrapped box but kept the most important part - the temple 
blessing. The true gift is never in an object. I am a visitor. Your faith is noble but it is 
not mine. It was out of respect that I accepted it then gave away a meaningless gift- 
wrapped box to a member of your belief. The priceless present can never be given away, 
lost or corrupted; it remains part of me forever. As exchange, I reciprocated my blessing 
and part of me to the temple that joined it forever. Someday you will understand.” As 
we finished dinner, her puzzled glances at me eventually softened into grasping true 
meaning of the gesture to say nothing more about it. In every encounter, all beings 
reciprocally exchange a part of true self with one another; ‘I am you and you are I’ that 
becomes a permanent, everlasting part of each one’s soul signature. The gift box was 
only a symbol of ceremony. Most people miss the true exchange to accept a vanishing 
illusion. 


THE GIFT 1“ draft 


Recently a lady friend and I visited a Buddhist Temple with some of her friends. It was a 
first for me. Celebrations were afoot honoring the aged: people 50 and older. Unlike 
America who views seniors with disrespect and contempt, some cultures regard them 
with honor and respect with celebration and rituals from many thousands of years ago. 
During the ceremony, temple maids distributed a small gift to each senior with special 
honors for those 60 and above. Though not of Buddhist faith, out of respect I graciously 
accepted the temple blessing and gift at my turn. The ceremony was very moving with 
an almost holy regard for the aged. A kind woman I met before the service sitting next to 
me during the service explained each aspect of the procession spoken completely in Viet 
Namese language that I do not know, which helped me to understand more fully the 
meaning behind their rituals. Lady friend was in another part of the Temple with her 
friends. At service close, I gave her the gift with the following explanation: your faith is 
noble but it is not mine. I cannot accept this gift and out of respect, honor the Temple in 
giving it to you. She seemed a little puzzled in accepting it, and then we parted ways. 
Lady friend observed this from afar unbeknownst to me. Later while eating, free dinner 
came as part of the celebration, protested my behavior of giving away the gift. She said, 
‘the temple gave you its blessing and gift. Why did you give it away?” I answered, “I 
gave away a box but kept the most important part - the temple blessing. That was not in 
or of the gift-wrapped box. The true gift was in the blessing not an object. Out of respect 
to the Temple of your loyalty, I accepted it. Your faith is noble but it is not mine. Iam a 
visitor, who gave away a meaningless gift-wrapped box to a member of your belief. I 
kept the true priceless present that can never be lost or corrupted; it remains part of me 
forever. As exchange, I reciprocated my blessing to the temple that joined it forever as 
well. Someday you will understand.” As we finished dinner, her puzzled glances at me 
eventually softened into grasping true meaning of my gesture to say nothing more about 
it. In every encounter, all beings reciprocally exchange a part of true self with one 
another; ‘I am you and you are I’ that becomes a permanent, everlasting part of each 
one’s soul signature. The gift box was only a symbol of ceremony. Most people miss the 
true exchange to accept a vanishing illusion. 


I am a visitor who gave away a meaningless gift-box to a member of your belief while 
keeping the priceless gift that can never be lost or corrupted, which remains part of me 
forever. 


